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Joe were chippin' a rusty plate a-squattin5 upon

the deck,
An' all the watch he had the sun a-sing-ein' him on

the neck.
An' forrard he falls at last, he does, an' he lets his

mallet go,
Dead as a nail with a calenture, an' that was the

end of Joe.

An' that was just afore we made the Plate.

All o' the rest were sailor-men, an' it come to rain

an' squall,
An' then it was halliards, sheets, an' tacks ( clue

up, an' let go all.'
We snug-g-ed her down an' hove her to, an' the old

contrairy cuss
Started a plate, an' settled an' sank, an' that was

the end of us.

We slopped around on coops an' planks in the cold

an' in the dark,
An5 Bill were drowned, an' Tom were ate by a

swine of a cruel shark,